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	1. Chapter 1

**Disclaimer: I don't own any Downton...sadly.**

By the age of 40 Molesley accepted the fact that there was not much more to look forward to in life.

He had no wife to outlive him; let alone any children. Even during his prime he was never able to catch the attention of women. This never surprised him considering he never thought he was above average looking and he shied away from attention. What's more is that he knew that all the women he met weren't right for him. For that he never felt ashamed or embarrassed about not having a wife.

He only had a servant's job as a butler to a widowed nurse yet, in a way, it was a job he aspired to. Being the butler meant he held the highest position in the household and regardless of how small the house was, it was an achievement in his trade. He felt pride in his achievements, but he would freely admit that it wasn't what he wanted.

He would have given anything to have become a teacher.

It wasn't the lack of intellect that stopped him as it did others, it was the lack of money. His mother was struck by a crippling illness, when he was aged just seven. This meant that she could no longer work and needed near-constant care. Despite the subsequent lack of income and difficulties that came with looking after his wife, Mr Molesley encouraged Joseph's dream of becoming a teacher. He knew his son was of above-intelligence at a young age and he had an aptitude for learning of which other parents were envious.

Molesley let his father pay for his education for a short while but couldn't bare seeing him struggle with 2 full time jobs whilst caring for his mother. Joseph knew that the only choice was to leave his studies and find small jobs to do here and there in the village.

Years on he still didn't have much in wealth or prospects, but he never regretted his decision to leave school and help his father. Whilst the unfairness of his situation could have made any man bitter and angry, it was not so for Joseph Molesley. When he grew up he remained kind, humble and selflessness, which made him into a good man. And though that meant he wouldn't get far in a competitive working class world, it did mean he was true to himself and that was all that really mattered.

It would surprise him, years later, when he wakes up to be happier than he ever thought possible. He never would have accounted for the fact that the honesty of his character would lead him to become a teacher with the woman of his dreams by his side.

**Please r&r I'm quite new to this and any advice is appreciated. **


	2. Chapter 2

**I'm loving the response to the story so thanks!**

"Excuse me," she tapped him on the shoulder. "I'm sorry to bother you but could you point me to where Miss Faversham's book shop is."

Molesley lifted his head up to the woman above him. She was wearing both a simple blue dress and a kind smile. He was quite glad at the intrusion as he just finished fixing the fence of the church. He was glad also because he had been meaning to get some books himself.

"We're a little far, I can walk you there. That's if you want to?" Molesley replied.

Her face turned worried. "Oh, I don't want to interrupt anything..."

"Nonsense. I've just finished and I'm going there myself anyway. I was just wondering if you wanted the company."

And like that she had found herself in an odd situation. Ever since the business with Coyle she felt she shouldn't be able to trust anyone but the man before her couldn't seem any less than honest. It was felt odd how much she felt she could trust him.

Her pause made Molesley fear he may have said something wrong or sounded a bit too eager.

"I m-mean you don't have to. I'm not that interesting or a-anything." He stumbled.

She smiled at him, "I would love some company."

"Really?" he said with disbelief. "R-right ok let me go tell the vicar that I'm done and get these gloves off. I won't be a minute."

Miss Baxter watched Molesley bound up the steps towards the church. Walking back a few minutes later he found that she had took shade on a bench under a tree.

"Perfect weather isn't it." he remarked when he made his way to her. He offered her a hand getting up and she accepted. "Shall we go?"

"Lead the way." He gestured toward their right and began walking in that direction.

After a few silent moments, taking in the country village in June, it's prime, he leant in to say "My name's Molesley, by the way."

"Well it's nice to meet you Mr Molesley, my name's Baxter."

"And it's very nice to meet you Miss Baxter." Molesley extended a hand and Baxter shook it, then they chuckled at the mock formalities.

"So are you new here?"

"Yes, I just arrived last week." she replied nonchalantly "Was I that obvious?"

"Only to me I'm sure, it's just I've lived here all my life and I've not seen you around before."

"That must be nice, I've never really felt like I belonged to one place."

"I've never really thought about it before. I thought I was quite boring, not being well-travelled and all."

"Men don't have to travel the world to be interesting Mr Molesley. I think you're plenty interesting. After all anything you tell me about yourself is completely new to me."

"You're right, I could be an enigmatic figure with a dark past." he chuckled at the thought. "So what brings you here then?"

"A new job-a new start basically. I've got a job as a lady's maid at the Abbey." she replied.

"Really?" chuckled Molesley.

"Is that so hard to believe?" Baxter felt a bit offended that he didn't believe her. He didn't know her.

"No, nothing like that. It's just that I used to be the valet to the heir." She let go a sigh of relief, she was afraid he wasn't as nice as he seemed. She'd been fooled before but she felt naive to judge him so quickly.

"I didn't know you were a valet , I thought..."

"Because I was fixing the fence? No, I used to be a valet and a butler to Matthew Crawley until he died quite suddenly a few months ago."

"I'm sorry." she said, knowing how close servant's could be to their employers.

"He was a good man. He wasn't like the rest of the Crawley family, he didn't really need a servant but he made me feel needed when he didn't have to."

He fell quiet for a moment.

Trying to lift the mood again, he carried on.

"You'll love the people who work there. Carson and Mrs Hughes, Mr Bates and Anna. You'll never find kinder hearted people."

She felt a pang of guilt at his words, knowing her lady's maid job came with a devious role.

"I've not known them long but I think you're right. They've made me feel very welcome." she replied truthfully.

"I wouldn't expect any less." he said, glad that his friends made her feel welcome. "Although I suggest you be aware of Mr Barrow."

Baxter swallowed.

"I'm not saying he isn't a good man but I'm afraid he could be a bad influence, he can be unkind."

That was an understatement thought Baxter.

"I'll keep an eye out then." she said diplomatically.

"That's all I ask."

"What books are you getting then?" she asked, trying to change the topic to one less uncomfortable.

"I normally don't decide until I read a good blurb but I need to get some gardening books as well."

"Do you have a bit of a green thumb?"

"More like a black thumb, most plants I touch don't tend to live long lives."

"Why the books then?"

"Well ever since Mr Crawley died, I've not had much luck finding jobs you see. That's why I do jobs around the village, but that's what I used to do as a young lad. It feels quite disheartening, like a fall from grace. I said this to my Dad and then he suggested I should take over his shop. It wouldn't be my first choice but I need to learn a few things first."

"Molesley... I knew I heard the name before, his lordship ordered some roses to give to her ladyship from a Mr Molesley, I didn't realise it was your dad."

Molesley walked slightly straighter in pride, "Best roses and lilies in Grantham."

"I should do my best to have a look sometime, lilies are my favourite."

"I'll remember that for future references then." he replied without thinking. Molesley started blushing and then inwardly berated himself at the familiarity of his words. He was getting quite surprised at how easily conversation started to flow between them. It wasn't often that he would start conversations with complete strangers.

Baxter, apparently was thinking the same thing said, "I hope you don't think me forward considering we just met but I feel quite comfortable with you Mr Molesley."

"R-really?"

She laughed at his innocent expression, "Yes really."

Molesley beamed a smile that lasted him the few minutes they had before they arrived at the shop. He couldn't help but wish that the bookshop was just a bit further from the church. Molesley held open the door for Baxter as they entered the shop. The bell above the door tinkled to signal the arrival of new customers. The older lady at the counter was alerted to their presence, she seemed to be an old friend of Baxter's new companion.

"Mr Molesley, it's nice to see you again, it's been a while. And who's your lady friend?"

"Erm lady friend? She's err just a friend. Actually we just met so I'm not sure if we're friends." Molesley was rattling off thoughts at light-speed. "Are we friends?" finally asked a flustered Molesley.

"Yes, Mr Molesley we are friends." she saw him let out a big breath. "My name's Miss Baxter, do you know Mr Molesley well?"

"Do I know him well? I've known him since he was born. He used to run around here with his pudgy little legs knocking over book stands and causing all kinds of havoc."

"Really?" she turned to a Molesley growing redder by the second. "You and your pudgy legs?"

"I think that's enough reminiscing for now Mavis, I don't think Miss Baxter cares about what I used to get up to with my pudgy legs."

"Fine, fine I'll tell her next time. When you're not here. In all seriousness, our Joseph is a one of a kind don't let him too far out of your sight my dear."

"I'll remember that." Baxter replied as Molesley tried to usher her as far away from Mavis as possible.

They spent a good hour looking through books together. Molesley picked up some gardening books and Baxter some embroidery ones. On the way to the till a book caught Molesley's eye and he placed a hand on her shoulder to stop her. He pulled the book out like it was made of something delicate.

"This," he said. "You have to read. It is the best book I have ever read." He handed her the book and she accepted it. "The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. Hmmm ok, I'll read it if you read something I recommend."

She began walking to the other side of the shop making sure he followed. She saw it there before and knew exactly where it was. It took her no time to pull it out and give it to Molesley.

"A Tale of Two Cities. Dickens. A classic."

"Oh, have you read it?" she said, sounding a little disappointed.

"No, I've been meaning to though." he grinned at her, "So I'll read your favourite and you'll read mine. See who's is better."

"Agreed. Do we get a prize if someone wins?" she teased

"How about whoever wins has to treat the other to tea at Mrs Benn's tea shop over there." he pointed out the window.

"I'll hold you to that Mr Molesley when I win."

They paid for their books and walked outside.

It was getting late and Molesley insisted on walking her back to the Abbey. It was a surprisingly short walk and Baxter felt silly at how lost she had gotten trying to get to the bookshop in the first place. On the other hand, she wouldn't have met Mr Molesley if she had found the quick way of walking to the shop. She decided that the extra long walk was worth it, definitely.

Dusk began to fall when Molesley and Baxter arrived at the servant's entrance to the Abbey. He would normally look in to see his friends but he needed to get home too, he hadn't told his dad that he would be home late. He handed her the books he was carrying for her and there was a brief moment where he looked into her eyes and they were very still.

The tension was broken by an awkward Molesley.

"I'll be off now. Erm, thank you Miss Baxter for making my day a lot more interesting."

"Any time Mr Molesley."

He nodded toward her quite awkwardly again. It was obvious he felt a bit out of his depth. He stood there still looking at her, she turned away to go in when he suddenly shouted.

"Wait!"

She smiled to herself and turned around.

"Yes Mr Molesley?"

"Meet me at Mrs Benn's tea shop next week." he said quickly.

"I have a half day on Friday."

"On Friday." he repeated. "Noon."

"Noon."

"I'll read your book."

"And I'll read yours."

"Good night Mr Molesley."

"Good night Miss Baxter."

Joseph Molesley whistled on his way home with a toothy grin on his face.

**The story name comes from the film Last Chance Harvey which is a great film that creates a romance basically through dialogue between the 2 main characters. I thought I'd try to capture the essence of the film in this chapter (and maybe following chapters). I hope it's effective! **


End file.
